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RATHER [GRACE'S PICTURE

BY ROBERT C. V. MEYERS,

AUTHOR OF *"C0L. FEATHERLY'S SONS.” "BRULE'S
GIRL,” ETC., ETC

When Father Ignace enterod the confessional
R was to bear & woman's voice on the other
kide of the small grating.

A littls while later the owner of this voice left
ber side of the box and passed rapidly down the
shadowy chureh.

Is wassome time afier that Father Ignace came
from the confessional His face wes pale and
there was a frown between his brows. He was
silent all that evening. He could not sleep when

ke went up to his little bare chamber with the
*“FEecce Homo" on the wali flanked by tbe black
erueifix of bis order. With his mind's eye he
@aw a picture, and it baguted him—a picture
which the confession of the unknown woman
bad eonjured up. Ewven its title barned into his

brain—"Love.” He tossed about all night,

wainly trying to rid himself of an idea
that bad coma to bhum; we arose betimes
All ta po purpose; the
shaped itseif. Hes=.~ gafore hima man
‘ mng wounded upou the g uund: a woman, ‘‘di-
vioely tall.,” with a dark race, hke Judith's, is
standing above bim, grasping {rom another man,
e would-be murderer of tha first, the keife
with which he has struck down the prostrate
one, and turos it sgainst the assassin, who sinks
a: ner feet, the steel 1n his heuart
This is the picture he seas before him, rich in
eolor, glowing with sentimen:. Yet, why call it
“Lovel”

Io the eonfessional the woman has told her
story. She hss wuot conlessed for three years.
¥ asmng throueh Varenoes, sie wandered inte
the Chureh of St. Salpics, during vespars, and
pfterward heard the little sermon with which
Father Ignace nsonlly nrged his people to farther
efforts toward purity. Toached by the ardor

the priest, tears streaming down her face,

e went into the confessional. There she spoke

felt eomforted.

She came frow across the Alps. Three years

more back she had promised to wed a man

ber father. A few days before the

~set for the marrisge » youth she bad

3 r girihoed returned to bis native

ichh was also hers. She bad loved

wa That eveniu her flance found her

th ber admirer. “Yes,” she said, “‘she

him.” Without a word the angry man

ner. Jecriog the worst, she foilowdd bhim.

o an out-of-the-way place be came upon her oid

nd apd felied him. She spraang forward

he was about to strike a second time, seizad

and bheld it toward bim; he rushed

ot her—rushed blindly upon the gleaming steel,

- sand the naxt minute was a corpse. This was

- the supreme moment, the picture, in Father Ig-
's mind.

But it was pos all of the story. The woman,

bad run away. The vext day she

was told of the death of ber promised husband.

Not & word was said of her old lover; be had avi-

dently revived, and, belisving that he would be

scensed of the marder of the man beside him,

bad macaged to leave the neighborbood. Thus

be bad not knowa who bad saved his life at the

expense of another's. The woman who loved

Bim bhad not seeu bhim since; for three years she

had searched for bim, knowiog that 1f she found

bim she could not tell Lim what part she had

taken in the death of the man for whose murder

be feared be would yet be apprehended —for haa

not several le known of bis owan love for the

womsn and aoger for the man who had ap-

- y supplanted him! So she searched for

knowing not what she should do or say if

she found him—for wounld he not recoil from ber

s from & murderess if he knew what sue had

_All this had beer murmured 1u the confes-
sional, and Father Ignace had been able to give
poor ereature the first comfort she had
in years, and she bad gone forth blessiag
soce more take up her sad quest.
Ignace ~as an artist, and it had
had broughs bhim within the fos-
the chureh.
many years back he had been
with Paris, and the Latin Quar-
Lowvvre. A famous painter had
oDt He bad lived as other sta-
argot of the atelisr was on his
pe of the atelier im bhis breast.
came. Always of an imaginative
sentation of divine incidents ex-
erful influence over him. In the
opied most crt the pietares which
gy - ' u

I..
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Tiotoretto in a little ehurch in the Roe da
Pays. In troth he was learning the ritual of
the most romantic form of worship 1a the world,
a form artistic, postic. sympathetiec. The Latin
Quarter one day discovered that ne had not been
within its sacred precincts for months. He had
entared the charch.

Io a few years he celebrated mass in Saint
Sulpice’'s, in Varennes. During his novitiate,
during his priesthood, he had not laid asids his
brushes. ile decorated the shrine of the Sainte
Vierge in the chastest mancer. The bishop and
the brothers were plaased with hls achisve-
ments, and a panel dooe by bhim, repre-
senting angel heads, was held by a prelats as
sacond ounly to a Sir Joshua. The chapter-hounse
was a marvel of his toil; in the reception room a
tender-mouthed Johin in sheepskin looked up
from the wall to a pale, worn-eyed Christ, see-
iog the shadow of the sangrael in the clouds: a
madoona, timid, yet exaultaunt, listened to her
sister Elizabeth’s words of inspired propbecy.

In the early evenings, when the breath of the
garden came in at the window, tired thongh he
might be from his Jabors with his flock, Father
Ignace took up his palette, to revarentiy lay it
down when the angelus softly sounded. .

The work of his fingers interpreted the lauda-
tion in his mind. He bhad forgotten the aspira-
tious of the Latin Quarter; he nad the higher
aspiration of devotion.

And now temptation bad come to him todo what
be thought never to do again—to paint a picture
with a secular subieet, and not only secular, but
—ah! why had that woman econfessed to him!
Love! What a subject for a priest to take fora
pictare!

All gight he struggled with the idea. In the
morning he was almost severe; a poor woman
comine to him for advice regardine her erring
gon received a reprimand for having in her
tbose traits the inheritance of which made her
egon as he was. He stumbled through the mass
till he came to the ‘‘Perceptio corporis tui,”
when he thundered out the words, the aweat
standing in thick drops on his brow, He lelt
the church with the faull determination to de-
stroy his paints aud brushes. Holding them in
his hacd he hesitated, *Ob, Fra Aangelico,” he
said, “'did'st thou ever take ‘Love’ for a subject!
—and not Agape, but Eros,” and laughed dis-
cordant'y.

Agother sleepless night for him, though in
the morning he was gentle ana kind, not as he
had beea the day befure. The sacristan saw
him with a besom in his hand, brushing out the
aisle of the church.

“It did me good,” said Father Igoace, ‘‘the
exercise, youn know.”

*One would think you had exereise enough in
the labors you go through,” returned the sacris-
tae.

*“True,” simply said Father Ignace.

That day he removed all his artististie para-
phernaiia from the room where they usually re-
posed.

**Is it possible,” asked a brother, ‘‘that he has
given up art!”

For three months Father Ignace was not
known to touch a brush. The brothers were
awed. They deputed Brother Alpheus to go to
him and represent to him tbat the exercize of a
talent such as his was to the glory of God who
created it.

“May it not be a snare of the evil one!” asked
Father Ignace. sternly.

“But,” argued Brother Aipheus, ‘“when you
paiuted for us you looked healthtul. Now you
are pale and ill. Has not the evil one something
to do with your physical deterioration, whea the
ltopping of a harmless avoeation—"

Father Iguoace turped away with a Ditter
smile.

But he did. indeed, look ill; his eyes were rest-
less, full of fire; his vigils seemed unending—all
night long a light might be observed in his small
private oratory, and many aod many a night
the maitress on b's narrow iron bedstead bore
no impress of his form. Sometimea there glowed
in his cheek a crimson oval which made him
look almost inspired, said the brothers—as
though he saw more than they saw, as though
the veil of materialismm had been lifted for him
and he looked upon—the brothers blezsed them-
selves—the mysteries!

He bad always veen kind and simple-minded;
now he was humble and anxious to do the
homeliest offices, till Brother Alpheug, who was
the greatest eater, and easily tooched, wiped
his eyes, and wished he wers not always hun-

";atlnr Ignace was unending in his labors with
his flock; he was with the sorrowing and the
sick, the errivg and the blind; in the pulpit bis
eloguence waas fiery, and he was appalling in his
denuneciations of the desperate wickedness of
the homaa heart, reviling thoss who, in the
garb of holy orders, suiil harbored passions and
deceits which made an earth of Eden,

The bishop felt that Father Iguace would yet
come to tbe miter; nay, zeal such as his might
one day gain him the scarlet cap.

Yet, despite all that he did durineg the day,
that light glimmered nightly in the oratury
where aione he kept his vigil

Yes, for three months it was thus, and then
the bishop spoke to bim,

o be moderate,” said he. *“When
rmuddulmwmmﬂm ‘moderation
B all things’ is the clearest sanity.”
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Father Ignace was foreed to acquiesce in all
that the bishop requested,

One day in the weel when the bishop had
spoken to him the brothers saw him, with down-
east face, leave the oratory, a long, shim package
under his arm.

““He is going to burn his canvases,” said they.
“Is that being wmoderatel”

The door of the oratory was open. They
looked in. In a heap in the corner of the cell lay
all his brushes and tubes, his palette and his
mahistick, and all erushed and broken. Father
Ignace bad forever given up art; he would never
paint another picture.

They saw no more of him that day. Late in
the night one of the brothers heard a low,
muffled tolling in the church. He was startled,
but he, navertheless, pushed his way 1ato the
dark building. The bell on the altar step, which
was struck during the elevation of the bost, now
sounded lowly.

“*Non sum dignus ut intres sub tectumn meum,”
crised an agonized voice. ‘‘Mea culpa! mea
culpal”

“Father Ignace!” called the brother. There
was no response. The brother lighted a taper
and went around the chureh, bat could find no
one there. They scarcely credited bhis story
when he told it in the ehapter-house, especially
as they found Father Ignace peacefully slum-
bering on his mattress.

Surely the bishop had done some good; the
oratory was dark alter a certain hour, and the
prieat was less like a saint and more like a so-
ciable fellow-sinner., Indeed, he became almost
a8 he had been before his mad zeal claimed him
for a while.

Only he made no more beartiful pictures, and
something about him cansed thy brothers to de-
sist when they would fain ask him why his
brushes remained idle.

Perbaps a month or two went by thus, and
Father Ignace, nearly restored to health, had
even been heard to laugh when brother Alpheus
almost wept over his greats appetite for food,
when one morning brother Alpheus, anxious to
prove that he had & mind as well as a stomach,
went to speak to him relative to the interpreta-
tion of & part of an obsolete canon.

He found Father Igoace wildly pacing the
;utibnlo of the church, a paper erumpled in his

an

Brother Alphens siipped behind a column.
Onee Father Ignace came quite eloss to the col-
umnp and brother Alpheus thought he heard him
muotter to himself somethiog like this:

*I was sure they would rejeect it. 1 was sure
they would reject it,” and so left the church.

Brother Alptueus thought he would go to the
chapter-house and be less of a butt by telling
them there that Father Ignace was acting oddly
agaia.

In the garden he found a paper which had not
been there when he had come through the
greepery to the church. Ounly Father Igonace
had passed that way since; surely this was the
crumpled paper Father Igoace held in his band
as he paced the vestibule of the church. Brother
Alpbeus looked at the paper. “Bab!” he said.
“Nothing here to solve the secret of his agita-
tion. This is merely the catalogue of the ap-
proaching salon in Paris. Ab, be has read it
#nd it has revived his taste for painting. Good!”
He put his head ou one side. *“*Now what non-
sense is in this catalogue. Not a picture with a
sacred subject. Everythiog is worldly, ecarnal.
Here is a fruit-piece; that must be nice. Hers
is & picture with the meaningless title of ‘Love.’
No wounder Father Ignace has growan to consider
art o8 sinful. That 1s it!—the sin of it affects
bim to-day as it did when he destroyed bLis
brushes. ‘lLove.’ Now what is love! Pah!”

He made tbe paper into s ball and threw it at
a pigeon on the wall and went to get a little
honey from the hive, with which to spread the
bread he carried in his pocket.

It is esid that from that day Father Ignace
illted for a week. He went about with lowered

ead.

The bishop eame again,

‘‘Son,” hg said, adopting his most conciiiatory
paternal manner, ‘‘this will never do. You must
have & season of recreation, Chaoge is some-
times imperative. You shall have leave of ab-
seuce for a moath or two—yon shall go on a mis-
sion to the good brothers at Chartreuse, and,
while getting for me a little of their grateful
liquer, sball observe their silence and their aus-
terity. After that, do with your time as beat
pleases you. Only take rest, have chaunge, such
recreation as banefits your habit.”

Father Ignace felt that his lips were frozen;
be cotld not deny the bishop. And yet for a
week, ever since he had read that aceursed pa-
per, there had abided with him a wild desire to
got away, togo to Paris, to the salon where
soon to be exhibited was the picturs be had
painted in the oratory at night when bhe bad
been subposed to occupy himself with austere
vigils. He had felt that be was a lost man zll
the time he painted that picture, that somethiog
beyond his natural wickedness had 1mpelied him
to paint it. And then had come the shamelesa
vanity to see it in & gallery of the salon—to see
other pictures, the like of which he bad not
looked upen these many years, and hers was
the bishop aiding and abetting his vanity.

"Innnnol g£o,” he said to the bishor. *“Iean-

“J am glad,” returned bis eviritual lord, *that
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yon do pot gay yon will not. You can and must
go—it is my command—to Chartreuse, and aft-
erward where you will, son,” and he placed his
hand gently on Father Igoace's arm, *‘I too have
been youug. I read yon. You have waliantly
fought against the inclinution to see the gay
world once more. I appreciate your struggle to
overcome the desire, f can trusts you: your
strength has shown me what you are. Go not
into retreat, for that will not aid you: go to the
eapital; stay there for awhile and note the
futility of life thera, You will feel better, be-
lieve me, for the clearer understanding, and will
return to as satisfied.”

On the impulse of the moment Father Ignace
felt like throwing himself before the good man
and ernfessing the heinousnesa of his deeeit,
confessing that he had paioted the fcolish
pictare which be could not resist doing, his only
hops baving been that his hurried work, done
by candle-licht when his ecolors were bound to
be deceptive, might be declined by the eommit-
tee. Instead of which it had been accepted, he
was feverish to go and see 1t in line, and there
was the bishop insisting upon makiong the way
opan for the earrying out of his latest blame-
worthy desire.

“You start to-night,” said the bishop, sesing
bhow he wavered. ‘Do not be childish.”

Childish! Father Ignace’'s confession never
left his lips.

That night he set out for Chartreuse. He
stayed there bat a few hours

In three days he was in I"aris; his habit was
too conspicuons, so be purchased a suit of
clothiog, such as a sauntersr on the boulevard
might have worn. Arrayed in thess garments,
a devil, as he termed it, seeming to have posses-
sion of him, he went to the salon and saw his
picture. It represented the scene that had pho-
tographed itself upon his brain that time the
unknowan woman had confessed to him ino his
Chor®h of Saint Sulpice. An unconscions man
lay upon the eround; a grandly formed woman,
with loosely flowing raveu bair, piercing eyes
and distended nostrils, threw a protecting arm
over him, the other arm beariog a knifle was
dripping with gore, the man who would have
dealt a second blow at her prostrate lover fall-
iog back with clenched hands, a deadly wound
in his breast. Blazoned on the frame was the
title of the composition—"Love.”

Spelibound Father Ignace stood before the
canvar. Why, it was a stroke of genius: tone,
subject,* treatment, Had he painted iil—he, a
priest, in the dim light of an oratory.

There were others before it, and the praise was
pnot small.

Then be felt reliaved; the sin had not really
been so great when he was satisfied slready. He
would return to-morrow to Saint Sulpice, feel-
lngdthlt he bad been childish as the bishop had
said,

Next morning he purchiased a ticket to take
bim to Varennes. But wby not go and see his

ietare onca more, if oniy to jJeat over what he
ad thought a eontrolling power!

To-day a small, fais woman stood in fromt of
his creation. Father Ignace looked at her; here
was genuine appreciation—lips apart, eyes al-
most frightened, cheeks pallid. She was hum-
bly attired, evidently a woman who earned her
own livelihood. But how pure, unworldly look-
ing, and she loved art! No, he decided with a
eritic’'s eye, she knew nothing of art; the story
appealed to her, tbat was all she saw in his com-
position.

Several people pressed around the picture
then, and Father Ignace moved away. He was
too late for the train; he must wait till to-mor-
row. When the morrow came he again sougbt
the saion—only for a moment, though, for he
shonld not miss the train this time,

Why, there was the sligkt, fair woman again.
He had peyer seen a sadder, more chastened
face; be had never seen a fage so expressive of
gentleness and timidity.

He looked from her to the picture above her.
He had painted a Judith, and here was a Ruth;
both were strong, but Judith could marder
Holofernes, while Ruth must needs follow
Naomi through the world. Was Judith the
stronger tvpe of woman, or was Ruth!

His head swam; who was he, thus to classily
women/

He did not start for Varennes that day. In
his lodging that night he wished he had made
the woman in bis picture leas fierce: surely the
weak-looking youth lying on the earth and the
dark brigand of a man about to lie beside him
could not both have desired a woman of this

qg.l; the other hand had he depicted a smaller,
fairer. woaker, timid woman be would bave
been true to nature. A th would not have
killed & Holofernes! Was fot Helen small and
fair! Was Cleopatra gigantic and fierce. Even
the Venus of Milo was less than sall, and of
Grecian fairpess. The perfect women of the
world had not been of herorie stature nor of
Spanisk complexion.

Then he recoiled—surely he must retura to
Varennes.

That night he dreamed of his picture. What-
ever he dreamed 1t 100k him to the salon the

following day. slight i
m

The sm woman WwWas
seem:ed to have determined to stand

the pictgre ealled ‘‘Love.”
J v-l’nhu'u
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Feor more than a week he daily taw the woman
rho]looked so helpless, so frail of body and
onely,

He wondered what caused her adherence to
that picture. His wonder made bim bolder and
bolder. So bold that he one day went up to her.

‘“Monsieur,” she said gently, ‘I see that you
bave watched me. Are you the custodian of the
picture! I assure you 1l mean no harm to it
Ab, you have not the care of the painting! Then
you admire it greatly. Do 1 offend you by
standing here eyery day you come! Belisve me,
I bave & purpose in stauding here. I often make
it my shrine.”

She had a rosary in her hand.

Father Ignace sauntered away.

day or two after this, in the midst of & ter-
ribl® storm, he went to the gallery. The woman
was there and nodded to him. He was at the
door, goiog repidly away, when she came up.

“Monsieur,” she said, 'l have no umbrells.
My name is Gervaise Montaigoe. 1live hard
by. If you will iend me your umbrella I will
return it to you in a few minutes.”

“I will take you to your home,” he stam-
merad y

She laid her fingers on his arm and he raised
the umbrella. She lived in a modest apart-
ment. In his agitation in raisiog bis umbrella
he had torn it. She insisted upon mending the
rent. As she did so he glanced at her sewing-
machine piled with linen.

“I work at night,” she said.
oceupied as you have seen.”

“Viewing pictures!”

“I eould not work during the day: I am too
restless. See, the storm is still ragiog; let me
give you some coffee.”

Father Iguace realized bhis position, and it
worried him.

And yet she was a gentle. simple-minded
woman: unguarded she told mueh of her life to
him. He gathered from what she said that she
had been carefully reared, but that an accident
bad thrust her away from friends and into al-
most poverty. Yet she possessed refinement,
was even elegant in little ways, while her gossip
was childish and fascinating.

‘““Aud yet you canpot be all alone in the
world,” ventured Father Ignace, ‘‘caring for art
as you do—"

*Ah,” she imterrupted, “‘you refer to my ad-
miration of the picture, ‘Love.’”

“Let us speak of something else,” be said
bhastily.

But could he fail to be impressed by her de-
votion to his sinful picture! That night in his
lodging he resolved to give her the picture; he
would have it sent to ber, and he would leave
Paris at the same time. She would never kuow
who bhad enriched ber with the cbject of her
adoration.

In the morning he went to one of the commit-
tee. A plece of news awaited him; a rich
American had bid for the picture, to bave it
lithographed for advertising cards.

“It is not for sale,” said Father Ignace, answer-
ing to the flctitious name under which he had
sent in the painting.

That day be again went home with the ad-
mirer of his ecanvas.

“l know,” she saild hesitatiogly on the
threshold, “that I should not entertain you.
But then I am very lonesome—I see no one, and
I grow tired.”

Again he drank coffee in her apartment.

He could see that she was worn out, as why
should she not be—all day in the picture gallery,
all night over her sewing machine. And her de-
votion to his picture was responsible for her
phvsical condition.

He became ?niot and thoughtful All atorece
he found that for some minutes not a word had
been said in the room. He looked at Gervaise.
She had. exbansted, fallen asleep, her band rest-
ing on tha table, her soft cheek laid against ber
palm. He sat there regardiog her, hearing her
soft, even breathing.

There were children playing in the apartment
pext to hers, their merry voices coming past the
thin walls. Father Ignace’s thin face flushed.
Straoge possibilities arose before him. Suppose
he were an artist, earning muech money; supoose
he soid pictures for the goodly sum offered for
this ooe, called ‘“‘Love!” He was mot old; men
of his age sometimes began a prosperous life.
Suppose he bad a little apartment, tasteful,
comfortable in the extreme; suppose thare were
a aweet young wife and little —.

He started to his feet so suddenly and so
noisily that Gervaise awoke, and the childrea
in the next apartment paused in their merri-
ment. He abruptly took his leave.

When next bhe saw Gervaise she noticed that
he !looked happier than usual

“Ah,” she sighed, ‘'he is no longer the serious-
eved man who made me trust him. He is happy
like the rest of the world, so I have nothiog in
eommon with him.”

He walked home with her.

The children in the next appartment were

noisy.

“lyvm tell their mother to quiet them,” sald
Gervaise.

“By no meauvs,” he hastened to say, “unless
they disturb you.”

IR,

s w 1 mot
rht Iy , i) Fon ;.‘“ ‘

e

‘“My days are

"

-

“Will monsieur excuse me,” said Gervaise, b
pew manner, which was unsttractive te hel
eausing restraint on her part, *‘if I attend to my
dotiea?! It is evening, my time for work.”

“By all means,” he said, but even then he di
not offer io go.

She set the wheel of her machine in metion
A little lock of hair swept over her cheek. J
band far off played a tender melody. The ab
puffed in at the open window and played witl
the lock of hair on her cheek.

*Mademoiselle!”

*“Monsieur!” and the whee! stopped.

“Nothing," said Father Ignace. ‘‘Boa puit™
and was gone—ever to remember a soft night,
an opes window, a band playing s tender melo-
dy, a pretty lock of hair on a soft, pale cheek.
ﬁc had lost sight of his vows, of everything
but Gervaise. She was weak, she needed some
one to protect ber—

His nfght was full of strangely peacefu! dreams.

In the morning be did not go to the Saloun.
But Gervaise was not in her apartment when
bhe called there. Nor was she at the Salon in
the sfternoon. He waited as long as be could,
ther. he sought her.

Fhe received him almost coldly.

*I am made sad by yoa,” she smiled wanly.
‘“You are cheerful and seem a stranger to me.
Before the cheertulness eame, I do not know
why, but I feit that I might say anything to
you—almost as though you were my father con-
fessor.” r

He fell back, clatching at the back of a chair.
The enormity of it all flashed upon him. How
he got from the room he did not know.

Possibly Father Ignace had hitherto bad no
conception of such suffering as was his during
the next forty-eight hours. He was the guiltiest
wretch he could imagine: be could never go be-
fore his people There was but one tlllhg
for him to do; he would go to the Bishop an
confess all from beginning to end, anc—oh,
curses upou that picture he had painted: thas
picture which bad wrought all fhe wrong; thas
emanation from Satan’s own heart! He would
bave it, he would destroy it, then back to
Varennes to bez that he might ba sent some-
where for vigorous penance. Bat parmission to
romove the picture was deniea him; according
to the rules, it must remain till the exhibition
closed

“And,” said the member of the committee,
“the American’s offer is still open.” Fathor
Ignace gritted his teetd, and turned on his heel.

He wandered a%out the sireets, a lost soul
that had never done good in the world, that was
supremely selfish and given over to ¢ te
wickedness. He went to a bridge and looked
down at the rushing water. Ob, that was turbu-
lent as his sonl, that water. And no! he was
pot a guilty mauni—~God- knew he was not a
guilty man! But he loved—he loved as bad his
father before him, with a pure, manly love; has
had loved ever since that day when ia the con-
fessional at Saint Sulpice’s a woman murmured
through the grating a tertible tale of passion,
and bad waked in him a knowledge of the cap-
abilities for good and bad of the human heart,
such as he had no conception of before. He had
painted that picture thinkiog of the confessiou;
ke had depicted the avenging woman as a heroie
creature claiming her right to rake life for the
sake of love. It had been love that had brought
him to Paris, to gaze on the creation of his own
hands telling the story of his own beart; it was
love whean ne found that he appreciaied
Gervaise's admiration of bhis pictare—
the  picture which appealed to her
as something her own narrow life comprehend-
ed, and bad never had the opportunity to give it
forth. He loved her as his father had loved his
mother, and he had not sinned, church or no
chureh; he had brokeam mno vow, and Le wounld
never break his vow. DBut could he keep bis
vow if he staid here! And must he go and
always remember?

Ab, the hurrying water! how much sorrow
had it hidden in its time!

But oh, to see Gervaise onees more beneath
that picture!

He sped along. Ee gained the gallery, and
saw his pictare of the mighty woman doing a
red deed for the sake of her But Ger-
vaise wWas not there,

Musat he leave life without seeing her once
more! Just to have one little glauce st her he
loved, but for whom he had not brokean his
churchly vows, ia so far as he had never
breathed to her a word of affection.

For an bour he stood before his picture; it was
the.diary of his life—glory, and glory trailed in
blacknesa.

He was the last to leave the gallery. It was
almost dark outside.

He wounld go to Gervaise's t, he
would softly push her door open a little way and
look in upon ber as she bent over her sewing-
machine, her form meager, her cheek pale,
through long teil, sand poverty and lonel
Then he would go away, and sbe would never
know be had been there. And then—ah! the
water bensath that bridge, how black and hea

it must be rolling, ever restiess, toward the

bungry sea.
But was si-
His band went

e
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